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from next door, an angry voice shouting as one might shout at
grenadiers on parade. Then an apologetic Italian backed his
way into the room, and his pursuer stood on the threshold with
bright eyes and still hollow cheeks.

"You can tell whoever sent you," he said, as he strode into
the room, "that I am signing no pardon for Rebels. Yes, I said
Rebels! I have given Italy her liberty. Those who attempt to
disturb my temporary occupation are rebelling against their
own freedom. . . . Here, give me the copy of my instructions!"

He marched up to Berthier, flung the papers on the table in
every direction, and picked one out.

Fersen stood still and in silence. It was not for him to
demand attention or courtesy from the Conqueror.

Napoleon's eye ran rapidly down the paragraphs of his own
hasty handwriting.

"The first is about the Lion of St. Mark," he said, half to
himself, "and the stone horses. I'm having 'em sent to France.
No, this is what I was looking for. ... 'I/ France discovers
that these are men who (whatever their motives) do not conduct
themselves as she has the right to expect, it may be necessary,
pending the conclusion of the first Treaty, to take rigorous
measures. France has not completely renounced the rights of a
conqueror'."

He seemed to linger a moment on his own words, and
handed the paper back to Berthier in silence. "My instructions
to my Chief of Staff," he said quietly, but with the quietness
that preceded danger. "You know perfectly well what
'rigorous measures' means. It means firing-parties, the gallows
if necessary, and no pardons at any prince's request. Now be
off with you!"

He stared the man out of the room, grunted with satisfaction,
and then turned to see that it was the Ambassador of Sweden
who stood waiting with pursed lips. He stamped across at
Fersen, examining him as one might examine a curiosity, while
Berthier made brief and formal introduction., Fersen bowed
with such courtliness as he could command, but Napoleon
seemed merely to sniff.

"Good morning, Citizen Count!" he said. He still kept the
Revolutionary jargon and addressed letters to an Indian